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you can induce any General to take the War Portfolio. Don't you
know that you can't continue the Premiership without an Army Min-
ister?"
"We have means to get one of the officers to sit with us," was Hara's
retort.
"Anyway, when I tender my resignation, I'll present my views on
the matter to the Throne—"
"You'll not act independently. Your resignation must go through
my hands!" The Premier had lost his temper at last.
"Is that so? Aren't we independently appointed by His Majesty, ac-
cording to the Imperial Constitution? As an Army General I have ac-
cess to the Palace, too."
He left the room.
After a silence, the Home Minister resumed his argument for the
issuance of an Imperial Rescript.
Matsuda joined with Hara. "Monsieur, let's try all possible means
to save the situation. Let's show the opposition that we politicians can
fight back when we are encroached upon. We gave up the last Cabinet
too easily. If we back down this time, the people will lose confidence
in our party and in all political parties." Matsuda bit his lip hard. "Let's
show the Genros and the Army that we have backbone. We are stand-
ing on constitutional ground. Why be afraid? Will you appeal to the
Throne to command the Army to furnish the retiring War Minister's
successor?"
Premier Saionji raised his hand as if he were signalling to his Min-
isters, then he dropped it on the table and bent his head. Finally he
broke the silence. "I'll resign tomorrow, December 5. The failure of
my major policies—that is, administrative reform and retrenchment of
government outlays—is now inevitable. I have no desire to prolong the
tenure of my Cabinet after its usefulness is over."
"So, you give up once more without a struggle, Monsieur?" Matsuda
set his jaw. Hara's lips were purple.
Saionji murmured: "Huh, it seems that my day of parting from you
and the Seiyukai Party has come."
When he heard the visitor approaching, Saionji abruptly rested his
writing-brush and folded the unfinished paper.
His strained face relaxed at the sight of the younger man, his friend*
the neatly dressed Takekoshi.
After their greetings and random chat, the conversation inevitably

